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| Fun Week by Week. 
| By THE PARTY ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Went down with Lord Rosebery to a ploughing 
match at Epsom. I tried to get them to appoint him judge, but 
they wouldn’t ; yet I thought it would have been a most appropriate 
appointment myself. 


AN EXPERT. 


If you should search the country round 
It’s not to be denied 

A better judge could scarce be found; 
For, when he used to guide 

The L.C.C. he proved to be 
A splendid teamster, and 

He once was an authority 
(I think) on “ ploughing sand.”’ 


However, if they wouldn’t admit him a judge of ploughing, they 
soon had to admit him a judge of the situation, for he made a 
rattling good speech on the lively subject of Fashoda. I went off to 
Southampton then, and had a pleasant experience at the opening of 
the new dock, also a nice lunch, then made for the Cesarewitch, and 
(just for a change) made a nice little bit over Chaleureux. Also had 
an hour or two at Weyhill Fair—a typical gathering of the quaint 
old-fashioned sort. Went over to the Cape, too, and made it clear 
to the Ministry that there was nothing for them but resignation. 
Dined at the National Liberal Club. 


Thursday.—Took the Kaiser and Kaiserin to Venice—people 
seemed glad to see them. Spert the afternoon “in Bohemia”’ at 
the Crystal Palace. Dined at the Constitutional Club. 


Friday.—Installed Lord Wantage as Provincial Grand Master of 
Berkshire. Went over to Alexandria and helped police take action 
on some hints I’d given them about Italian Anarchists (Italians 
seem to have gone into this somewhat unremumerative business 
rather extensively lately!) Effectual measures taken, but a sharp eye 
needs still to be kept on the ice-cream and barrel-organ fraternity ! 
Took the Fruiterers, with kind offerings (or offerings in kind) in hand 
to dine with the Lord Mayor. Dined at the Reform Club. 


Saturday.—Ran across to Constantinople and had a word with 
the Sultan, told he'd got to submit in the matter of Crete, and that 
was all about it. He said, if J put it that way, of course, that was 
all about it, and the way of the admirals was smoothed at once. 








DISCRETION. 


The Sultan has submitted; 
I think the Sultan’s wise, 

The Sultan has submitted ; 
I venture to surmise 
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The Sultan’s not dull witted ; 
To someone twice his size 
The Sultan has submitted ; 
I think the Sultan’s wise. 


Brought H.R.H. up from Scotland. Happy to say he’s a lot better, 
and remarkably ‘‘ steady on his pins.” Saw several games of football, 
up and down the country, also went and listened to la chére Louise 
Michel at the Athenzeum, Tottenham Court Road. Pleasant to 
hear her on her native land—totten ’em up to rights! Dined with 
Sir Anthony P. Macdonnell. Dined also at the Carlton Club. 


Monday.—Managed to land—hem! I mean, heard with much 
concern that the Dowager Duchess of Sutherland had lost £30,000 
worth of jewelry. Dear! dear! But, there, these swells are always 
imitating actresses. Took a little private run to Amsterdam on 
private business, then back to the Agricultural Hall—private view 
of the Dairy Snow. Nice show of butter and cheese and dairy- 
maids. Kaiser and Kaiserin on their tour; rather troubled with 
rough seas. Got them into the lee of the Zante Islands (just to 
avoid the currants)—the Egean Sea was a bit too much for them. 
Left them “ resting ’”’ (more imitation of actresses !) and made off to 
the St. James’ Hall with the guards. Dined at the Manchester 
Ninety-Five Club with the Chartists. 


Tuesday.—Opened the Dairy Show “early and often.’’ Also 
opened the Dog Show at the Crystal Palace. Took the Kaiser and 
company into Constantinople. Tremendous doings. The Sultan 
“doing it up as fat as he knows—all the honours and a valuable 
railway concession,” just to make that ‘Concert Four,” see what 
they’ve lost. 

REVENGE | 
The Sultan (no flies) as I’ve said’s very wise, 
And what, may I ask, could be wiser 
On sustaining a blow from Russ, Briton, and Co., 
Than to chum up at once with the Kaiser ? 
When “ the Four” are agreed and he’s forced to concede 
Their demands, can you blame his expression 
Of rage that he feels about tripping his heels 
By according a German concession ? 
Of course you can’t, and why should you? Went to the Lord 
Mayor’s ball, given to the mayors, having previously dined with 
the Legitimatist Club. 
THe SPorrer. 








“ Yes,” said Mrs. Flighty, “the relations which existed between 
Captain Montmorency and myself were purely Plutonic. 
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‘‘Wuat an odour of frogs there is! What does that portend? 
Fashodour!”’ 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envetope 
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Trouble in the Temple. 
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[The Temple is in the hand of the 
painters. Chambers are always cleaned 
| In the long vacation.] 


| Ir is bad enough, I ween, 

| In the spring to have a clean ; 
With good reason in that season 
I my lamentation made. 

But, alas! what do I find ? 

I am half out of mind, 

In October, as I’m sober, 

They have made another raid. 


I do not exaggerate, 

’Tis exactly as I state, 

Plain my meaning a spring cleaning 
Has been sprung on me once more, 
Useless my return to town 

With my chambers upside down; 
I’m despairing, for I’m faring 
Worse than e’er I fared before. 
Doors and windows open wide, 
They are painting them outside, 
Tho’ I’m smoking I am choking, 
For the smell of paint is strong. 
Bare of carpet are the boards, 
Dust about me lies in hoards ; 
That my fate is, such the state is 
Of the Temple in “‘ The Long.” 











A Frog He Would 
Exploring Go. 
A FROG he would exploring go, 


Whether Great Britain liked it or no— 
‘“* Heigh ho,” says John Bull. 


He wandered many a weary mile 

Before he came to the River Nile— 
“Serve him right,” says John Bull. 

But he said ‘‘ I’m here and mean to stay, 

So ‘ perfide Albion’ may go away——”’ 
“ Say that again,’”’ says John Bull. 

‘‘ Sir Rosebery may write and spout, 

For Froggie’s here and he won’t get out,” 
‘*Won’t he though!” says John Bull. 


But soon he sighed and said, ‘‘ I'm lost,”’ 
When Dervishes came in a mighty host. 
‘We'll save poor Frog,’”’ says John 
Bull. 
| The Sirdar brave to the rescue ran, 
Fashoda was part of his little plan, 
“‘Tt’s not all Frog,” says John Bull. 
And when that poor little Frog was saved, 
Proudly his country’s flag he waved, 
“* Sothat’s your game!” says John Bull. 
This Frog, I fear, has too much style, 
What cheek of him to sit by the Nile, 
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AN OMDURMAN HERO. 


Scene—WELLINGTON BARRACKS. 


Young Man.—‘ By Jove! he is just my height!” 

Old Lady.—* My boy is in that Regiment!" 

Young Lady.—‘' Isn't he handsome !” 

Mamma.—* Look, Dolly; poor man, how ill he looks!” 
Lo woner.—" There's a trooper fer yer!" 


Scotchman.‘ They are fine boys, but they don’t beat the Highlanders,” etc., etc. 
Officer.—** Patriotism is all very well; but this is a bit too much!” 











Daily Paper. 


Showing Their Teeth. 


[In one of the smaller London music halls “‘ Sequah ” gives a 
lecture nightly on his medicines, and afterwards extracts teeth.— 


‘IT must see to this,”’ says John Bull. 
Oh! Froggie, rash, pray have a care, 
‘C’est magnifique,” but it’s not ‘la 

guerre,”’ 

You cannot tackle John Bull. 

To colonise is not your forte, 
You know you never cared for sport, 

Pray leave all that to John Bull. 
Shake hands and leave the Nile to us, 
And do not make a foolish fuss, 

‘Be warned in time,” says John Bull. 
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WALK up! we've a show that’s without any equal, 


than « 


saw, 


A Bald Suggestion. 


‘The Bishop of Wakefield has expressed a wish that the curates 
in his diocese will not wear moustaches.—Daily Paper.] 


Au! sad is the fate of the clerical gent 
If his lip from the razor he spares 
For episcopal warning has lately been sent 
To the curates who give themselves (i: )airs ! 
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The Modern Crusader. 


THE modern Crusader, conducted by Cook, 
Can soon bring a Saracen Caliph to 
book— 
Little armour he wears, 
Still the public declares 
He can vanquish all foes with a wink or 
a look. 
Of trav’lers commercial he's quite in the 
van 
To open up trade is his mercantile plan, 
Upon custom he’ll wait, 
For he’s quite up to date, 
Ah, the modern Crusader’s a wonderful 
man ! 


A “ mailed fist ’’ maybe he will hang at 
his side, 
To use on the ass—which, of course, he 
will ride— 
While beside it will swing 
That most excellent thing. 
A Gaze’s, a Cook's, or a Baedeker’s 
Guide. 
To carry a price-list he cannot well fail 
(With a discount allowed if you pay on 
the nail), ’ 
And it certainly should 
Be at once understood 
That the cases of samples will follow by 
rail, 


Things hum when the modern Crusader 
turns out ; 
And they sprinkle red carpets.the desert 
about ; 
The oases o’ nights 
Are bedizened with lights, 
And the Mussulman crowds give an 
organised shout. 
For the modern Crusader’s a person 
renowned, 
And wherever he goes he finds “ every- 
thing found’’— 
He is not asked to pay 
In the usual way— 
And the taxes of Islam go up with a 
bound. 


Then the pirates of old who infested the 
main 
Have departed, no more to vex pilgrims 
again— 
While the fierce robber bands 
Who infested the lands 
Have found that their tactics are useless 
and vain. 
So of pirates and bandits the world is 
bereft, 
Through the action of Justice, decisive 
and deft— 
And, in fact, people state, 
All is so up-to-date, 
That there’s only the maniac Anarchist 
left ! 


The modern Crusader’s a _ bargainer 
stern ; 
When about him the ancient Crusaders 
shall learn, 
They will cry in despair: 
‘* Ah, we wish we were there!” 
And old Peter the Hermit will want to 
return. 
For Richard the Lion was great in his 
day ; 1992, 
And Godfrey De Bouillon “ all there” in 
& Way; 
While Philip of France 
Made the infidels dance— 
But William is William! What more 
Can we say ? 
When Richard the Lion crusading did go, 
Did Saladin order red carpets to grow ? 
Did he make little odes, 


10a 











FUN. 


181 








Truth says to these questions, “‘ Why, 
certainly, no!” 
When Wiiliam, however, goes out of his 
way 
A visit to Abdul, the Watsoned, to pay— 
Why the Caliph, unmanned, 
Rearranges the land, 
ans prepares a superb pyrotechnic dis. 
play. 
The modern Crusader is no dreaded foe, 
ar the premier partner in Prussia and 
0. | 
He has personal charms, 
But his mightiest arms 
Are his price-lists, and, say, a yard 
measure or so ; 
So the Caliph is happy to have such a 
guest, 
For German-made trifles are much in 
request, 





And the infidel horde, 
We are told, can’t afford 
To 8° to Great Britain, and purchase the 
st. 


Ah, the modern Crusader’s a sign of the 
age; 
In war he has not the least wish to 
engage— 
No; he carries a pack 
On his mercantile back ; 
And he works for no wager ; he works for 
a wage ! 
Of * drummers ” he really is quite in the 
van ; 
To open up trade is his virtuous plan— 
Upon tradesmen he'll wait 
For he’s quite up to date— 
Ah, the modern Crusader’s a wonderful 
man ! 
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YET ANOTHER. 


“-Ullo, ’Arry! Come back from the nigger business?” 
‘“Yus: done the ’ole of the sea coast.” 


Vot are you goin’ to do 
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THE LAST MAN AT THE BAZAAR. 
Young Dodson.—“ It’s no use, ladies; I’ve my arms full already, and my pockets empty.” 


The Ladies (ensemble).—“* That does not matter in the least. 
purchases, and send us a cheque to-morrow.” 


— ————— 


You can obtain a four-wheeler outside the hall to carry any further 
(Young D. has not a oanking account.) 
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Waftings from the Wings. 

Brother Officers, at the Garrick Theatre, is a very fine exposition 
of fidelity between man and man. At the present period, the title 
is in accordance with the prominent regard which the 
Grenadier Guards and military persons are enjoying, otherwise 
‘‘The Foster Brothers”’ would not be an inappreciable appellation. 

Lieutenant Pleydell is of aristocratic lineage. Lieutenant John 
Hinds has risen from the ranks. He has saved his brother officer 
from a tiger’s attack, and subsequently he rescues him from the 
insidious meshes of a cardsharper, Hutton, impersonated by Mr. 
J. D. Beveridge. Of course, the easy carriage and adaptive manners 
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clusively with forgeries and reprints, at 281, Strand, W.C. Mr. 
J. W. Palmer will be happy to show the room gratuitously. 


Few publications issued free of cost are so carefully produced as 
‘* Holloway’s Almanac and Family Friend.” A copy of the issue for 
1899 is to hand, and a very useful and admirable little book it is. 
The illustrations and the general get-up are especially good. The 
well-known firm from which it issues—proprietors of Holloway’s 
Pills and Ointment—do not consume the whole contents in praise 
of their remedies. On the contrary, the almanac contains a mass 
of useful information, and a series of well-written articles on the 


pastimes of many nations. 


Every copy also carries with it a Rail- 


of Pleydell are natural to his station in life. 


The self-made man, 





Hinds, finds it very difficult to adapt himself to the surroundings of 
his new position. However, he is a rough diamond, and “ good in 
the main,”,as Mrs. Brown would say, and this disposition 
pulls him through many a social impasse, apparently. The 
part is very safe with Mr. Arthur Bourchier. Mr. Alan 
Aynesworth plays the gentleman to perfection. Miss Violet Van- 
brugh is very charming as the Baroness Roydon, and the other 
ladies are respectively brilliant in the parts they fulfil. The closing 
scene is undoubtedly strong, and works upon one’s feelings in a 
good cause. Mr. Leo Trevor’s comedy is one of the most unadul- 
terated conceptions the stage has ever had, and its success is, apart 
from its merits, due to the excellent company to whom the inter- 
pretation is entrusted. 

The “ Philatelists’ Almanac for 1899,"’ now in its eighth year of 


way Insurance Policy for £100 for the whole of the year 1899. The 
almanac, by the way, is sent free by Thomas Holloway, 78, New 
Oxford Street, to amyone who sends one halfpenny stamp for 
postage. 
| The London Sketch Club’s first Exhibition of ‘‘ Time’’ Sketches 
| and Sketches from Nature, will take place at the Modern Gallery, 
| 175, Bond Street, W., and will be open to the public from the 
26th to the 29th inst. inclusive. 








Lassoing a Cyclist. 


[At Lambeth, a carman was fined for lassoing a cyclist and 
fetching him off his bicycle.) 
To do such an unmanly act 
Showed ignorance most crass 
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THE MODERN CRUSADER. 
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CuapTer II, 


Tue lady cyclist is 
still here, and has been 
ever since our last 
little adventure. She 
appears to be aniceish 
sort of a female thing, 
and has a funny way 
of hopping about from one room to the other. , 

Raps heard Aunt Smithers say she tried to upset the milkcart on 
that occasion. 

Rather a stupid thing to do. But we all have our peculiar tastes 
and mustn’t judge others. Yet you would scarcely conceive it, she 
seems quiet enough in the house. On the whole, I think Raps and 
I rather take to her. She has no objectionable way of jogging us 
up and down on her knee, and told our “ maternal” 4‘she would 
never forget us.” ‘“ Maternal” said ‘‘ she had a good cause”’ (some 
private understanding between the two, evidently). It would be 
more to her credit, however, if she was not quite so niggardly as 
regards sweets. 

Her young man—I think it was—called the other day. His 
manners are far from polite, and he has a nasty habit of scowling at 
us, when the maternal’s not by. On his first visit he said ‘“ he’d 
like to wring our necks,” on which the lady cyclist said— 

“Hush, Tom! They’l) hear you downstairs.”” (Common sort of 
name, ‘ Tom.’’) 

It was beastly ungrateful after we had tried to put a little tone 
into his straw hat. I don’t think Raps improved the pipe much; 
we are rather out of practice, our male parent always hides his., 








| 
| 





1-£ SAID HE'D LIKE TO WRING OUR NECKS. 


Susan got off scot free by proving an alibi. Raps says it should 
be pronounced a-/te-bi. 1 daresay he's right. I only got at our 
gnale parent lictionary onc nee then it’s been put on a higher 
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wanted a picture of us for the outside cover of a magazine, and we 
went, though our male parent scoffed at the idea. 


“Magazine?” he said ‘ You might have the copies made into 


bottle labels and sell them to the grocer.” 


‘‘ For what ?”’ asked the maternal sternly. 
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“Ketcuy! Ketcuy!” 


** Mixed pickles,’”’ he responded laughing. 
Our male parent’s wit is at times somewhat obscure, and not 


always appreciated by the maternal. In this instance she took us 
up to the nursery, remarking something about “her beautiful 
innocent babies’’ (doubtless meaning us) and “ brute ”’ (evidently 
meaning our facetious paternal). 


We, Raps and I, were disappointed with the photographer. It’s a 


silly sort of one-sided arrangement. In the first place one has to 
be thoroughly washed, combed, rammed into party clothes, and 
then sit still till the material is ready, Susan mounting guard to 
see we don’t get at the coal box. Then they yank us along till 
we get to a place reached by ever so many steps. 


The photographer, a very polite man, was quite pleased to see us, and 


said we should make a “‘ pretty picture.’’ He also seemed surprised 
when he learnt our age. The “ maternal” looked gratified, and he 
then proceeded to fix us in a huge chair before a box-looking thing. 
He also brought out a lot of second-rate toys, which, it appeared, 
we were not to play with, and said “ Ketchy!” “ Ketchy!’’ what- 
ever in the name of creation that may mean. He also said, “ Sit 
still, dearies,’’ and ‘‘ Now!” and then, not quite so sweetly, “Tut! 


tut! tut!” It was very irksome. 


taps was the first to break 


away. 


“Taps, old boy,” he said, ‘do you think we shall look like we 


feel?’ 


“IT think it highly probable,” I remarked, sarcastically. 
‘**Then I’ll be hanged——-.””_ It was the first time I’d heard Raps 


use a strong word. ‘I'll be hanged,” he repeated, “if I let him 
make a ‘ pretty’ picture of me.”’ 


“Don’t you flatter yourself, Raps, my boy,’ I retorted. ‘The 


photographer doesn’t look clever enough for that.” 


Raps replied, ‘You're another,’ and relapsed into silence. 


(From earliest infancy I have always thought it my mission 
in life to sit on Raps.) The man then went back to the box, and 
commenced to make some extraordinary grimaces. 


a 


“Raps,” I said, ‘“ you don’t think he’s ill, do you?” 
“Ill? No, of course not,” he answered, peevishly. ‘ But what 
lovely mouth he has! Taps, if I only had a mouth like that, 


I could swallow anything.” 


I knew it was no use talking to Raps after that. When he once 


gets on his favourite theme, the art of swallowing, he must be left 
severely alone, or he will bore one to death. We both sat quietly 
for a while, and presently the man said, ‘“‘That will do nicely,” 


pulled something out of the box, and hurried off into a little room, 


, 
Tne 
vis 


satarnal 11f+: "7 + 7 _ = . ? } . , 
maternal lifting us off the chair. Our female relative naving 
menced an ar ent t! wa lL minding ciutaren, ¥V 
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Raps sulked and retired to a corner. I fancied at the time he 
ae with some idea. After a while the littleman came bustling 
back. 

‘I’m really very sorry to keep you, ladies,” he said, “ but I’ve 
mislaid my developer.” 

I glanced across at Raps. By the suspicious movement of his 
body I saw he was at his tricks again. 

Presently the maternal caught sight of him, too, and uttered a 
loud scream. 

Raps turned round. He had the developer bottle in both hands, 
and was black in the face with his efforts to swallow the stopper. 

The maternal and the photographer had a most awful shindy. 


‘“* More next week.” 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE NEUROTIC CONDITION OF HUNGRI. 


Hungri shivered at every wind, 
At every change of weather— 
Felt “down” at every word unkind— 
Never could quite make up his mind, 
Though he put his heads together. 
Hungri considered the slightest row 
Silly, if not immoral— 
And head to head would soleé mnly how, 
And ¢ qually sole mnly each would row 
Never again to quarrel! 


Two heads may be better than one 
kor purposes, say, of culture ! 
But two heads seldom the same thing shun, 
Seldom agree on the thing to be done ; 
Himpering much as a vulture! 
Hungri oft had a sudden fright— 
Fearing remote disorders 
Might lead some day or some dismal night 
To a verbal row or a Balkan fight, 
And Bowski over his borders! 
Puff Tupp’s friendship is all very well, 
But rather too stimulating— 
Puff Tupp’s head has a dreadful sivell— 
What he’il do next no bird can tell— 
Which is, of course, irritating ! 
Bool, too, often has mad-cap schemes, 
And weird Armenian cruzes. 
A dreamer he of curious dreams, 
Till his only object really seems 
To drive us all to blazes! 
So Hungri shivered at every wind, 
At every change of weather— 
Felt * down” at every word unkind— 
And devoted much of his massive mind 
To keeping his heads together. 
But, alas, one day, to his great surprise, 
He supplied a nine days’ wonder— 
For his heads—grown suddenly most unwite— 
Gave vent to the most distressing cries, 
And suddenly flew asunder. 


IT is pretty generally known that Hungri, the two-headed vulture, 
is never quite easy in his mind. As a matter of fact, that extremely 
ancient and very aristocratic bird is as neurotic as a new woman, 
and, although he has a very strong mind, he has so much on it that 
at times the weight is almost more than he can bear. 

Having a profound and perfectly justified mistrust of almost 
everybody, he is himself pretty generally distrusted. His worst 
complaint may, however, be shortly described as ‘‘ Bowski on the 
brain.’ The fact is, he has known Bowski so long and so intimately, 
that he has grown as nervousas a child through long association with 
that powerful, but peace loving, quadruped. ‘‘ As every school-boy 
knows,” Hungri has several interesting protégés, whom he calls 
‘his little Balkan vuitures.”’ Unfortunately, Bowski takes a great 
and very unpleasant interest in these minute, but precocious, animals, 
and is in the habit of calling them his “little Polar bears.” Cur 
Lazi also is rather fond of mentioning them as “ poor little turkeys 
separated from their parent.’ This triangular position, of course, 
keeps the trio on the tip-toe.of expectation ; and it is generally 
understood that almost anything may happen at any moment. 

At one time Hungri was on the very best of terms with Jon Bool, 
and whenever they met they used to kiss each other publicly on 
both cheeks. Bool, however, suffers from spasmodic attacks of 
philanthropic mania, which lead him, from time to time, to ask 
that inscrutable riddle known as the ‘‘ Eastern Question.” For 
instance, when Cur Lazi has been misbehaving himself a little 
worse than usual, Bool will come suddenly upon the scene showing 
all his teeth, and roaring and lashing his tail in the most objection- 
able manner. 

‘Hullo, there!” he will yell. ‘Stop that! Can’t have that, 
you know. I don’t want to fight, but by jingo if I do!’”’ and so on. 
Then the band plays, and a concert is soon in full swing. Hungri 
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But Hungri has one friend, true as steel, hard as nails, and 
unexpected as a March hare: Puff Tupp, the great, the illustrious, 
and the good. He and Hungri are as brothers. No platonic 
friendship is theirs, but a strict commercial debit and credit 
arrangement, which speaks well for the kindliness of their 
dispositions and power of their imaginations. Puff Tupp does 
everything thoroughly, but it is as friend, and adviser, and brother- 
in-arms, not to say infant-in-arms, that he conspicuously shines. 
From time to time he will call upon Hungri, dressed as a British 
Admiral, or a Russian Cossack, or a Turkish maiden, for he is 
dressy or nothing. 

“Ha, Hungri, old man!” he will cry, “how are you, how are 
you? Keeping your army up to the scratch, I hope. Good! 
Keeping your heads clear, I trust! Good! Well, good-bye,” and 
Puff Tupp will go off in a whirlwind of excitement to astonish the 
natives with some new and startling, but comparatively innocent, 
vagary. So it is easy to understand what a depressing influence 
such a friendship must have upon poor Hungri’s mind! 

Now the source of the great Vulture’s strength is also the source 
of his weakness. Two heads are proverbially said to be better than 
one. So long as the two heads are on good terms with each other 
this is unquestionably true. But when the heads start quarrelling 





on matters of precedence or politics, the advantage of a dual 
intellect is, to say the least, somewhat problematical. Unfortunately, 
Hungri’s two heads are not always on the best of terms. They are 
given at times to calling each other names—hard, mysterious 
names—which unaccountably give great offence, and lead to the 
most distressing scenes. 

“ You’re an Anti-Semite, that’s what you are! 
shout. 

“Oh, I am, am I!” the other will retort. ‘‘ Well, you're a 
depraved Bohemian; a beastly, undiscoverable Pole.”’ 

‘Pole, yourself,”’ the first head will reply. ‘ You're a Czechs! 
you are, and a Slav, and a clerical party !”’ 

‘*You’re a Thun!” will come the abusive answer. 

** You’re a Bauffy!”’ 

‘You're a tu quoque! ”’ 

**'You’re another!” 

And so will the row proceed, till poor Hungri nearly goes off his 
head with excitement. Of course, when this kind of thing happens, 
Hungri’s friends‘and enemies become very nervous, and implore 
Hungri to wrap a damp towel round his head, and keep as cool as 
possible. 

Well, one day, after the two heads had been indulging in violent 
recrimination, to the horror of everybody, especially Hungri, they 
flew violently asunder. No sooner did Puff Tupp and Bowski 
recover from their surprise than they hastened to hold a peace con- 
ference on the remains. And then but that is another story. 


one head will 





An Appropriate Emblem. 


[It has been suggested that America would find a suitable floral 
emblem in the tobacco plant. It would serve to perpetuate, in years 
to come, the memories of the recent exploits in Cuba and Manila.— 
Daily Paper. | 


THE leek upon the Welshman’s heart reposes, 
The thistle is beloved by every Scot ; 

There’s not a finer emblem than the rose is, 
The rose that’s grown in England’s garden plot. 


Again, upon our neighbour, France’s banner 
The spotless fleur de lis is proudly shown— 
So America, in imitative manner, 
Went seeking out a flower to call her own. 


To find that flower each Yankee racked his cranium— 
The violet wis voted far too meek, 

But some allowed the flaming-red geranium 
Might well express the Yankee’s blooming cheek ! 


Debate ran high in Wall Street and in Bowery, 
Till finally one night it was decreed, 

Instead of searching for an emblem flowery, 
Original they’d be and take a weed. 





Virginia brought a strong nicotian flavour, 
Havana, too, seized recently from Spain, 
Manila also, where, by fortune’s favour 
And Dewey’s guns, they bore in mind the “ Maine.” 


So in the land of rattlesnake and 'possum, 
Upon the spangled flag of stars and stripes, 
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“On Things!in General.” 


By Mr. ‘“ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THE latest is that France is brushin’ 
up ’er Navy, apparuntly with some wild 
idea that she may ’ave a “ brush” with 
England; but our ironclads are jist 
bristlin’ with guns, an’ France woud 
stand no chance by ’erself; we allus ave 
licked ’er at sea, an’, please ’eavin’, allus 
woud lick ’er. To put it anuther way, 
it’s no use pittin’ a poodle agin a bulldog. 
Of corse, France knows this, an’ all this 
barkin’ ain’t likely, in my opinyun, to 
end in bitin’. I see they’re gettin’ 
up subscripshuns to present a “sword 
of honour’’ to Major Marchand. Wot 
on earth for? Wot ’as he done 
to be so honoured? But ain’t this 
French to the backbone—all show an’ 
fuss about nothink? They calls us a 
‘nation of shopkeepers”’’; I calls them, 
a ‘* nation of mountebanks.”’ 

The Sultan ’as at larst ‘climbed 
down ”’ over the evakuashun of Crete; if 
‘e ’adn’t done so, in all probability, ’e 
would ’ave found hisself ‘‘ up a tree.”’ 

I reads that the Emperor of China’s 
‘ealth is improvin’, wich, after bein’ 
dead, is very satisfactory news. Chang-y- 
Huang ’as also come to life agin, an’, 
though not a personal friend of mine, 
I’m pleased to ’ear it. The Empress- 
Dowager is goin’ in for reforms, an’ 
Lord Charles Beresford is at Pekin, so, | 
altogether, the price of China seems 
lookin’ up. 

That holy water, in the Kensit case, | 
seems to be gettin’ a good many people 
into “‘hot water.’’ Religius squabbles 
ain’t very edifyin’; differences of opinyun 
will always xist, but it’s a pity to drag 
‘em into court, speshully if of a trivial 
| mnachur. 


























A Bald-Headed Family. 


My father wears a flowing wig, 
As black as jet, and curly ; 

My mother, too, has one so big 
The cost makes pa quite surly ; 
And Sister Jane's hair’s got so thin 
It nearly drives her frantic ; 

She rubs all sorts of washes in, 
Bought here, and ’cross th’ Atlantic ; 
And Brother Bob has a bald spot 
THE TRIALS OF LIFE. Upon his head that’s trav’ling, 
The little hair he’s left is not 
Thicker than bits of rav’lling ; 
And I have got no hair at all, 
Vagabond.—‘‘ Right yer are, sir! an’ wuss still—I always cot convicted! ”’ So look a perfect gaby ; 
; But then, as yet, I'm very small; 
In fact, lam the baby! 








Sympathetic Curate.—‘‘ My poor man! you must, indeed, have gone through severe 


trials.” 














A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLO 


CONSTIPATION, H2MORRHOIDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


67. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.E.: ANS SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 

















